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Comments:

None

Text of Account:
English translation –
p. 105:
“Statement of Feliciano Carabalí, appearing to be some forty-five years old, married.
More than a week ago, the deponent and his fellow slaves José Dolores, Gabriel, Manuel, Roque,
Esteban, José Elías, Pablo, Fernando, Pedro, Rafael, Casimiro, and Ruperto were out in the
scrubland. The deponent was in the infirmary weaving baskets when, at lunchtime, that is at
twelve, everyone began to say that they were going off into the scrub, because they could no
longer put up with the mayoral. No one in particular acted as the leader. They were going out
there in the scrub to wait for their master, Don Matías Vildóstegui. They were going to tell him
that the mayoral did not
p. 106:
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give them anything for lunch, how he did not allow them to smoke their pipes, how he did not
allow them to talk, how he punished them if they got dirty, how at night that mayoral interrupted
their conversations with their women and called for silence, and broke their earthenware vessels.
At lights out, no talking was allowed, and doors to the huts had to be secured. Then he would
patrol, listening at each hut to see if he could hear anyone talking. If he did, he ordered the door
opened and made them be quiet. All of these things were behind their decision to go to the scrub
to await their master, Don Matías…. He did not remember the exact day of the walkout to protest
the mayoral, but it had nothing to do with their masters. As soon as they had their meat allotment
in one hand, their flour ration in the other, they fled into the bush. They each grabbed a stick to
defend themselves against the dogs.1 They never intended to use them as weapons against any
people. They knew that the mayoral was rounding up a posse and dogs to go to look for them. A
few days later, they all assembled at the edge of the thicket, sticks in hand. The deponent saw the
mayoral coming their way, along with some white men and dogs. Before that party caught up to
the slaves, the deponent said to the mayoral, “Don’t sic no dogs on us, we not goed too fer into
da thicket and, yessah, in our masser’s [thicket], if our masser cum, we be goin’ to where da
masser be, that no, we not be goin’ out der ’cuz we not want to work.” When they realized that
the mayoral and white men accompanying him were going to try to capture them by siccing the
dogs on them, they fled to the big house there on the cafetel. Their other master, Don Antonio
Toscano, was there. They knelt down before him and told him that the mayoral was very wicked,
that he did not feed them anything for lunch, that he did not want them to smoke their pipes, that
he did not want them to talk among themselves, along with all their other grievances. They told
him that it was not necessary for the mayoral to go out looking for them; that their master’s mere
presence was enough for them to go back to work on the cafetal. The mayoral was very wicked.
Then, their master, Toscano, told them to go get their rations, that everything was all taken care
of. So, one by one, they set out for their huts. They were snacking on some tidbits when they
heard a racket. They heard people approaching, saying, “Grab them! Cut them off!” At this, the
deponent put his head out the door and saw that it was the mayoral and a lot of people with dogs.
The deponent took flight once again, and seven slaves in all successfully escaped. These days,
they eat twice a day, once at twelve and once in the afternoon. Before, when their former master
was alive, they ate three meals a
p. 107:
day. They have a two-hour break after the first meal. On holidays, they are free after ten o’clock.
They return to work at sunset. …. Each and every one of them has their own garden plots, hogs,
and chickens as well. When they have time off on holidays, they go to work on their plots and do
their own chores until late afternoon, when they go back to work for their master…. The
deponent has never been punished, nor have any of them. Ever since these masters and the
mayoral have been on the cafetal, they have never laid a hand on him. His fellow slaves have
seen them give some floggings using a manatee whip, but nothing that can be deemed
excessively harsh …”
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